X E W   M E N - O L D   M E T H O D S
All this is now changed. If we are stupid enough
to resort again to the last resource of fools, everybody
will have to be in it. There will be neither objectors
or tribunals, conscience or exemption.
To come back to 1917.
The characteristics of war are now so changed
that an officer who was a captain at Mons, and has
been at home in a soft job ever since being wounded
in 1914, is useless in command of a battalion, 1 have
no time to teach him, neither is it my duty so to do, so
we part friends for our common benefit.
It became increasingly difficult, as time went on?
to obtain correct reports from officer patrols, as
regards information about the enemy line on which
to base plans for raids. This was due to the lack of
training at home of young officers. My colonel and
I had always to verify all reports on wire by personal
reconnaissance, which we carried out separately, and
which we used to cross-check with each other. It
was the only way in which to minimise loss and
ensure success. The happenings on these midnight
and daylight excursions always brought excitement,
novelty and usually success* One such stands out
vividly in my mind.
I, with an orderly, had been observing for many
nights an enemy sentry in the moonlight, at about
twenty yards distance, so as to obtain correct infor-
mation as to the relief of posts. One night we